The Hiftory of 

J am as hot as molten Lead, and as heauie too : God keep Lead 
out of me,l need no more weight then mine ownebowels:! h aue 
led my rag of Muffians where they are peperd : theres not three 
ofmy 1 50. left aliue, and they are for the townes end, to beg ge 
during life. But who comes heerei 1 Enter the Prince. 

rprince What ftandft thou idle hecre? lend mee thy Sword, 
Many a Noble man lies ftarke and fliffe, 

Vnder the houes Of vaunting enemies, 

Whofe deaths are yet vnreueng d,l pretheelcnd me thy Sword. 

p a l o Hal, I prethee giuemc leaue to breathe a while:Turke 
Gref ark neuer did fuch deeds in armcs, as I haue done this day 
I haue pay d Percy, 1 haue made him fure. 

Prince, He is indeed, andiiuingto <dll thee 5 

I prethee lend me thy Sword. . , 

pal. Nay before God Hal , if TVrsjrhe.aliue, thou getft not 
my fword, but take my piftoll ifithou wilt. 

Prince Giue it me: what? is it in the cafe? 
pdf, I Hal, tis hot, theres that will fackc a Citie. 

The Prince drawes it out,and ftndes it a bottell of Sack, e. 

Prince What, is it a time to ieit and dally now ? 

He throwes the Bottell at him.. Exit , 

pal, lfTercy be aliue, He pierce him, if he do come in my way, 
fo : if he do not, if I come in his willingly, let him make a Carbo- 
nado of me. Hike notfuch grinning honour as fir Writer hath: 
giue me life, which if I canfaue.fo : if not, honour comes vn- 
Ipoktfor, and theres an end. 


i/flarme, excurftons , enter the King, theTrince, Lord John 
of Lane after, and Earle of Weftmerland. 

King 1 prethee Harry . withdraw thy felfe, thou Weeded too 
much 5 Lord Iohnof Lancafter, goe you with him. 

P,lohn Not I,my Lord, vnlefle I did bleed too, 

Trin. I befeech your Maieftie make vp, 

Left your retirement doe amaze your friends. 

Ki. I w ill do foj my L. of Weftmerland, leade him to his T ent» 
Weft. Come, my Lord, He leade you to your T ent. 

Prince Leade me my Lord, I doe not need your helpe j 
And. God forbid a fh allow fcratch fliould driue 


Henry the Fourth. 

The prince of Wales from fuch a field as this, 

Where ftainde Nobilitie lies troden on. 

And Rebels Armes triumph in maflacres. 

lehn We breathe too long, come cooicn Weftmerland, 
Our duty this way lies : For Godsfakecome. 

<Prin. By God, thou haft dcceiu’d me Lancafter, 

I did not thinke thee Lord of fuch a fpirit j 
Before I loud thee as a brother John, 

But now I doe refpeft thee as my foule. 

King I faw him hold LordPm; at the.poynt, 

With luftier maintenance then I did looke tot 
Of fuch an vngrowne W arrier. 

Prm. 0 ,this Boy lends mettall to vs all. Exit. 

Doyeg. Another King, they grow like Hydras heads, 

I am the D awglas fatall to all thofe 

That wearethofe colours on them. What art thou 

That counterfeits the perfon of a King? 

Ki. The King himfelfe, who Dcmglas grieues at heart. 
So many of his fhadowes thou haft met. 

And not the very King : I haue two Boyes. 

Seeke Percy and thy felfe, about the Field 5 
But feeing thou fail'd on me fo luckily, 

I will aifay thee, and defend thy felfe. 

Dowg. I feare thou art another Counterfeit; 

And yet in faith thou bear’d thee like a King : 

But mine I am fure thou art, who ere thou be ; 
Andthuslwinnethee, 

They fight, the King being in danger, enter prince of WAftfc 
Prince. Hold vp thy head vile Scot, or thou art like 
Neuer to hold it vpagaine,thefpirits 
Ofvaliant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Armes, 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 

Who neuer promifeth, but he meancs to pay. 

They fight, T)on>glasfiieth. 

Cheerely my Lord, how fares your Grace? 

Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath forfuccour fent. 

And fo hath Clifton ; lie to Clifton ftrait. 

King. Stay, and breathe a while. 
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